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A Long Four Years 


Author's Notes: 
Taylor said in a recent interview that Nate was always looking at Trump's tweets and getting frustrated while 


they were recording Concrete and Gold. So | thought maybe he also offered Nate a little relief. 


"Jesus Christ. This fucking guy," Nate grumbled as he switched off his phone and set it aside. 


Taylor stepped up behind Nate, leaning his arms on the back of the chair the bassist was sitting in, and quietly 


said in his ear, "You're only going to drive yourself crazy." 


He didn't even flinch when the drummer was suddenly at his back Nate replied, "I'm already crazy. Did you see 


the latest?" 


Taylor's hands were strong and his fingers nimble as he started to rub Nate's shoulders. He was used to 
finding Nate like this. The last couple months leading up to the election had caused the bassist a great deal of 
stress. "You need to relax, buddy. Unfortunately, nothing is going to stick to the guy. He really could tweet out 
anything and people will eat the shit up.” 


"This doesn't make you mad?" 


"Of course it makes me mad, but I'm not going to get myself all knotted up because the country can't get its 
collective head out of its ass. This has been a long time coming, Nate. We kind of asked for this.” 


Nate sighed and let his head fall forward. "I didn't ask for this and | shouldn't be letting you do this.” 
The drummer grinned and moved his lips closer to Nate's ear. "Oh? Why not?" 
"You know why not” 


Taylor's fingers worked at the knot in Nate's neck "Mmm. No, no idea" His fingers slipped into Nate's hair and 


massaged his scalp. 
With a soft sigh, Nate visibly relaxed, melting into the chair. In a flat voice, he murmured, "T, don't. Stop." 


Giggling in his ear, Taylor replied, "Wouldn't dream of stopping." One hand slid over Nate's shoulder and down his 
chest, slowly picking buttons open. His fingers slipped inside Nate's shirt. "Let me really help you relax." 


The bassist reached up and took Taylor by the wrist. Nate pulled him around, into his lap. He slid his fingers 
into Taylor's hair and pulled him into a kiss. He smiled against Taylor's lips as the drummer's hands moved into 
his hair. Lips parted and tongues gently lapped against each other. Nate's arms wound around Taylor's thin 
waist, holding him close, as he closed his eyes and moaned softly. 

| can feel you getting very unrelaxed underneath me," Taylor whispered. 


"Your fault." 


"It always is." He nipped at Nate's bottom lip. "Maybe | should start letting it stress me out. Would you help me 


relax?" 
"God, yes" 

He gave Nate another kiss. "Yeah? How would you do that?" 
"However you wanted" 

"Mmm. Rub my shoulders?" 

Nate stole a kiss. "Of course.” 


"Make out with me?" 


"Definitely." 

Taylor reached down and rubbed Nate's crotch. "Jerk me off?" 

I'd love to." 

"Suck me?" 

"On my knees." 

With a soft groan, Taylor's lips lightly ghosted over Nate's. "ls that what you want?" 

"Fuck, T. Yes." 

As Taylor slipped down to the floor, Nate let his head fall back and sighed. His legs spread apart farther as he 
felt Taylor unbuckling his belt. When the drummer got his pants open and reached in for his cock, Nate had to 
watch. He lifted his head and gazed at Taylor, reached out to his hair again, brushing it back, off his shoulder. 

As Taylor closed his mouth around his cock, Nate groaned. His hips rolled forward as he sunk down in the chair 


a little. 


The drummer's big, deep amber eyes met Nate's as he took him deeper in his throat. Slowly, Taylor moved up 
and down, keeping his gazed locked on Nate. 


"God, yes. So good," Nate moaned while his other hand also found Taylor's hair. He kept two loose handfuls of it 
as he rolled his hips again, trying to get Taylor to move faster. 


But the drummer wasn't having it. his eyes took on a certain glimmer and he purposely moved slower, taking 


Nate all the way down to the base and then drawing all the way back to the very tip. 

"Fucking tease. Supposed to be relieving my stress, not causing me more." 

Taylor laughed softly. "Don't worry, buddy. You're not gonna care about a damn thing once l'm done." 

He had Nate practically begging him to come. Taylor had his cock down his throat when Nate's hands tightened 
in his hair and held him down. He didn't pull back when the bassist thrust his hips up. He opened his throat and 


remained still, letting Nate fuck his mouth. 


"Taylor, T, fuck. Fuck, T! Yes, yes!" Nate mumbled and moaned, getting louder and louder until he howled 


Taylor's name when his orgasm peaked. 


As Taylor pulled back and swallowed, Nate's hands loosened their grip in his hair. He gazed at the bassist, 
watching as Nate sighed and melted into the chair. "You gonna stop getting worked up by that guy now?" 


"Not if you keep rewarding me with a blowjob." 

‘Its not a reward." 

"Sure fucking felt like one." 

Taylor shook his head as he tucked Nate's spent cock back into his pants and climbed into his lap again 


With his arms around the drummer, Nate stole a soft kiss. "If he wins, your jaw is gonna get really sore." 


